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In dreadful agitation ; a while he's out,

They bring a little baby in a basket/*

Bunging its mouth up that it mayn't cry out,

And stow it safe away till he conies home.

Then at a given sigh she feebly says,

My time is come : please, husband, go away?

He goes ; they open basket ; d baby cries,

O, what delight, surprise, congratulations !

The man runs in ; the nurse comes running out,

(The same that brought the baby in the basket),

A prodigy ! a Lion ! such a boy !

Your form, your features : just the same expression :

Your very image : G lucky, lucky man J

Don't we do this ?    By Artemis, we do.

Then wherefore rail we at Euripides ?

We're not one bit more sinned against than sinning/

CH.      What a monstrous, strange proceeding !
Whence, I wonder, comes her breeding ?
From what country shall we seek her,
Such a bold, audacious speaker ?
^   That a woman so should wrong us,

Here among us, here among us,
I could never have believed it ;

such a thing was never known.
But what may be, no man knoweth,
And the wise old proverb showeth,

of the crock," %tfrpas bein# comically substituted for
%rpQv is the membrane of the womb/
* Lit. ** she pulls out the plug of honeycomb."
e Expressa tua imago, et cum cetera omnia, turn etiam
mentula tuae similis, tortuosa, inslar nucamenti pinei.

From the Teleplms of  Euripides :   elra  dtj  tfu^aoiV-tefla,
^ 5f 5pa/e<5res.
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